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Rio 


Jon Bon Jovi loved outdoor venues, but they did come with their own unique challenges. Just like today. All day 
it had been hot and humid with Mother Nature constantly changing her mind between calm and hazy sunshine, 
and windy in advance of thick dark clouds that threatened a summer downpour. They were doing a huge show 
in Rio for a sold-out crowd of 80,000. The concert venue was across the field from the carnival where an 


additional several thousand people enjoyed the sultry evening. 


For the last two days his road crew had done a super-human job in setting up his new huge stage specifically 
designed for this leg of the tour. This would be the first time they used it so there were the usual bugs to 


work out. 


The band was just finishing up their sound check and he was already dripping sweat. He wiped his face with a 
small towel that someone handed him and tossed it to the side. 


Richie and David began the intro to the next song Jon wanted to run through. The haunting notes from the 
guitar and the melodic accompaniment from the keyboard filled the air, Tico filled in with the chimes and 
cymbal. Jon stepped up to his white mic stand and with sweaty hands he gripped the mic, closed his eyes and 
sang the first couple stanzas of "Bed of Roses". 


‘Sitting here wasted and wounded 

At this old piano 

Trying hard to capture 

The moment this morning | don’t know 
Cause a bottle of vodka 

Ís still lodged in my head 

And some blond gave me nightmares 
| think she is still in my bed 

As | dream about movies 


They won't make of me when Im dead." 


The mood of the song began to work it's magic as it always did; he gripped the mic a little tighter envisioning 
his wife lying under him their bodies touching in all of the right places, just returning to earth after reaching 
passion's precipice.. suddenly he cringed as a loud high pitched squeal of feedback coming through his ear 
monitor. Quickly, frantically, he yanked the device out of his ear and breathed a sigh of relief. Damn! That was 
painful when it happened. He glanced up at his tech at the soundboard and receiving a thumbs up and nod, he 


was certain Joey would resolve the issue. 


Jon stood back for a moment and felt a gust of wind whip through the stage. His sweat damp hair lifted off 
his face and it felt glorious. He lifted the hem of his blue tank top just as another breeze swept around him 


with cooling fingers skimming his sweat sheened torso. 
His mind returned to the night before when he was lying in bed with his exquisite wife, their sweat slick limbs 


entwined around each other in the after-glow of passion. The breeze from an opened window danced through 
their room cooling their love heated flesh. 


"Baby, do you know what you do to me?" he whispered huskily as he looked into her face. Moonlight filtered in 


through gauzy curtains gave her features an ethereal glow. 
"The same thing you do to me, | should think," she replied. She was lying on her back looking into his shadowed 
face, his necklace hung between them. She hooked a finger through the silver chain and pulled him down. "Don't 


talk rock star, just kiss me." 


It wasn't a request. 


He did as ordered. 


